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AND THAT WAS THEN 
Chapter 1 
THE ACCIDENT 


get to the airport on time, taking a shortcut through the woods 

and over the mountain. The car skidded off the road and 
landed on its hood, bursting into flames and was soon burnt out. I 
was thrown out of the car as my seat belt was not done up due to 
the fact that I just wanted to travel unrestricted. 


| t was raining, dark and cold. My parents and I were trying to 


It was two days later when I woke up feeling rather puzzled as to 
why I was lying in the gully at the bottom of the mountain. I was 
thirsty, and after looking around, found a pool of water that had 
formed in a dent in the rocks. | drank all of it, cupping my hands 
together. I wiped my face, only to discover I had a cut on my head, 
but it wasn't too bad. 





But wait! hang on, where am I? How did I get here? "I might have, 
did I? was I? Oh dear, I couldn't even remember my name." | 
must have been bushwalking and dropped off to sleep. (I was 
dressed in bushwalking clothes). 


After having my fill of berries, leaves, and wild fruits and biscuits | 
found in my pocket, I scrambled up to the road at the top, only to 
find that two crosses and flowers had been put there. "Oh my," I 
said to myself, "another death on the road". There were only 
broken tree branches to be seen for the car had been towed away. 
As for me, I was never found because no one was looking for me. 
You see, I was to have gone overseas on a holiday and people just 
assumed I had. 


Chapter 2 
LIFE ON THE STREETS 


] learnt many survival skills whilst living on the city streets. 
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First of all I learnt how to get food. Dumpster diving was a way to 
live to survive. The food, good food that was thrown away into 
dumpsters, was staggering and very wasteful indeed. I had a good 
diet of fruit and veggies, nuts and lollies and sometimes flavoured 
milk, cake and yoghurt. 


Of course, one had to be careful not to get food poisoning, 
especially in the summer months. A couple of people I knew died 
because of it. Sometimes I got some paid work. A shopkeeper 
gave me work cleaning his shop of an evening and let me sleep in 
his office at night on a sofa, especially in winter, out of the snow 
and cold. But that only lasted six months, as the shop was sold so I 
found myself out on the streets again. 


I managed to save enough money to get a birth certificate, still not 
knowing who I was or my age. I got the papers from a forger who 
did very well with his sideline of passports, birth certificates and 
drivers licences too. So now I have a birth certificate and driver's 
licence. 


Well, | managed to get a few hours driving a delivery van for a 
florist shop. Unfortunately it only lasted a few weeks due to the 
florist getting married and her new husband was going to do the 
deliveries himself. 


Once whilst running to get out of the rain, I slipped and fell and 
broke a rib. I was taken to hospital, but could only stay a night 
and a day because of the cost. 


I saw many things on the streets, bad, bad things. One day there 
was a shootout in a gang war. I was terrified and took refuge in a 
garbage skip and stayed there till the shooting finished. I then 
jumped out and ran and ran. 


] saw junkies, drunks, scammers, pick pockets, but I didn't get my 
pockets picked as I was taught how to hide my cash and papers; 
not that I had much at any one time. 


There was one interesting thing that happened. Someone won big 
in the lottery. I guess they wanted to spread it around a bit, 


because they went to the top of a building and threw the money 
off the side of the building - thousands of dollars in notes. 


The grapevine spoke of it for months afterwards. We learnt later 
that the poor couple that scattered the cash like confetti at a 
wedding were arrested by the cops for creating a traffic jam anda 
public nuisance as some drivers got out of their cars to collect the 
falling cash. 


Now, there was a little coffee shop where I used to go and buy a 
cheese, tomato and onion toasted sandwich, when I had the 
money of course. 


There was a lady who played the piano for the lunch time crowd. 
There was something about this woman that I felt drawn to but I 
didn't know why. Several weeks later, I was once again in the 
coffee shop, but there was no one at the piano. I made some 
enquiries and was told that Mildred, or Millie as she preferred to 
be called, left one day and never came back again. 


Chapter Three 
WHAT A FIND 


It was too cold to sleep out on the streets again, so I found myself 
climbing into a dumpster and was so tired I just fell asleep. I woke 
with the sudden roaring noise of an engine, then thump, thump, 
tumble, tumble, I had landed. Shaken, I gathered myself together 
and shook myself off and with shock I discovered that I had been 
deposited on a rubbish tip. 


Dazed and still half asleep, I scrambled around and found that I 
must have been the last dump of the day, and thought, well, while 
I am here I might as well scrounge around and see what I can find. 
I kept on scrounging and eventually came across a suitcase. It was 
stuffed full of cash, far too much to count. "Well, I can't carry a 
suitcase around." | kept looking and found a couple of backpacks. 
Hurriedly stuffing the money into the backpacks, I started to look 
for a way out of there, only to find that the gates had been locked. I 
threw one back pack over the fence and with the other on my 





back, I scrambled over the fence to the other side. I then started 
to walk back to the highway about a mile away. 


Still not knowing who or what I was, all I knew now was that I had 
all this money, heaps of it. I had to get back to the city and try to 
work out my future, because my future was now in these back 
packs. 


It came over thunder, lightning with heavy rain. A truck driver 
pulled up. "Where are headed for, son?" 

"Oh, into the city I said." 

"Wow, good costume you've got on, son." 

"Oh, yes." so thinking fast, I explained that I was going to a fancy 
dress party as a street kid, and my two brothers drove me out 
here in the car, and left me at the rubbish dump as a joke, but 
didn't come back for me. "Well that explains the two back packs 
and the smell. Phew." 


Chapter Four 
A NEW BEGINNING/NEW DIGS 


The next day, on reading in the real estate papers I saw the 
bargain of a life time, two lifetimes in fact. A house for sale, no, 
three houses for sale. Three side by side. It turned out that it was 
a deceased estate. A couple had died there in the middle house. 
They were elderly and had no children and so the public curator 
was in charge of selling the houses. The middle house was a three 
story one which looked like something out of Gone with the Wind. 
It had a sweeping staircase which led to the second floor, and 
another staircase that led to the third floor. 


Because of the state of the house and contents, no relatives or 
friends came forward to claim it. The middle house was full of 
furniture, clothes, sculptures, china, pictures and silverware. 

It looked like it had not had a vacuum cleaner or mop on the floors 
for years. And, oh! those cobwebs; there were enough to knit 
jumpers for a football team. And the smell...... far too gross to 
describe. The poor old couple were found dead in the house; turns 
out they had passed away some eight months before they were 


found by the electricity company, who came to collect overdue 
bills. 


Sadly, the rats and stray cats had done their work. The Public 
Trustee had been commissioned to sell the estate as no living 
relatives had been found. It consisted of three houses, one brick 
house with a wooden house on either side. 


They were only asking $95,000 dollars for the lot, so I bought it. 
Well, well, well, what to do? First of all, I had to get a team of 
cleaners in to dust, polish, vac, and wash windows. The brick 
house was jam packed with all sorts of surprises and goodies. 
There was a big walk-in pantry full of tinned food, packets of 
pasta, sugar, biscuits, coffee, tea and baked beans. 


The rats had not been in the pantry as the old couple had made it 
rat proof by having it fully lined with quarter inch metal. So, most 
of the food stuff was okay and still usable and two dozen packs of 
bottled water and long life milk were also found in the pantry. 


It was almost, yes, it was overwhelming just to think that a few 
short days ago I was homeless, penniless with only the clothes on 
my back plus a spare pair of torn pants and a shirt full of holes! 


The middle house had a good garden full of fragrant flower beds, a 
lawn and a well worked and productive vegetable garden. 
Naturally it was overgrown, but that wasn't going to be a problem, 
as I would hire a good gardener. 


As for the other houses on each side, they were not furnished at all 
except for a cupboard and a bed in one, and the other house had a 
few boxes of odds and ends in it. 


They both had gardens and a greenhouse, and one had a bird 
aviary in the backyard. One of the wooden homes needed a lot of 
repairs and the other needed the usual cleaning and tidying up. 
The middle house was full of surprises. It held a few hidden 
secrets, one of which was a secret passageway set in the wall, that 
led to the library on the third floor. I should mention that it had a 
huge chandelier that hung in the middle of the entrance hallway. 
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Upon further investigation I discovered three safety deposit boxes 
set in the wall of the secret passageway. Among the goods and 
chattels I found a few keys and they, to my delight, opened the 
safety deposit boxes. The first box contained nothing, the second, 
a few gold sovereigns and a string of pearls, but the third held a 
fabulous find, almost beyond description. In it there was a flat 
parcel the size of an exercise book, which contained a photo of a 
young woman wearing an exquisite set of jewellery. 


It consisted of earrings, necklace and a bracelet and a diamond 
tiara all set in pale blue sapphire and yellow gold. On putting my 
hand further into the hole in the wall, I found blue velvet boxes 
that contained the jewellery. 


"Wow, I thought. I really must be dreaming no..... it was all real." 
I dusted off the boxes and carried them into better light where I 
compared them to the painting which hung on the wall above the 
fireplace. With the boxes I found an envelope which contained a 
letter of authenticity dated 1795 and signed by the lawyer of the 
late countess, who left it to her personal maid when she died. 
The maid decided not to sell it and it was just handed down the 
line, mother to daughter, till the old lady received it from her 
mother. You see her husband had taken a few photos of her 
wearing the set. A few days later I found a pile of photos that 
showed the lady wearing the jewellery. 


In one of the kitchen cupboards I found dozens of tins of cat food 
and one can only assume that the old couple had cats. There were 
a couple of cats that started coming around the houses after | 
bought them. Of course I began to feed them. 


And knowing how sad I would be if I lost a cat, I put up posters 
and flyers and newspaper articles to see if anyone would lay claim 
to them. After several weeks nobody had, so I kept them. 


Oh, those poor, poor cats, were full of fleas. So I took them to the 
vet for an overnight stay and check up. When I went to pick them 
up, they had been bathed and 'de-flead', micro chipped and their 
long matted fur had been clipped. The vet informed me they were 
pure Persian cats, one smoky grey and the other cream with a 
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brown face, and sure enough their fur did grow back better than 
ever. I had given them their own room to sleep in at night, and 
they just loved to follow me around from room to room, and 
house to house. 


Chapter 5 
MY TRUE IDENTITY REVEALED 


At fourteen years old, our mother had been deflowered by some 
low life on the streets, and when we twins were born, she put us 
in a box, with a note and left us on the doorstep of a charity home. 
"I'm only fifteen years old. I live on the street and can't look after 
them. Please, please, place them in good homes." 


So apparently the charity people had us adopted out to two 
different homes, one toa rather affluent couple who only wanted 
one of us, due to the fact that they already had three children of 
their own. And the other baby, me, to a couple who could not have 
any children of their own. 


It wasn't until I was well established in my new life that I learnt 
that my name was really Greg and my twin brother was Gary. It 
seemed just the right thing to call myself Greg when I] got my 
papers on the street from the forger. Funny kind of coincidence 
isn't it? 

My brother had a very privileged life. Best food, clothes, his own 
car, a college education and a beautiful home to live in. 


But after his adopted parents died he left his house and went out 
into the world for himself. But one day, not to long afterwards, he 
hit bottom. He began to drink, smoke, gamble, got into drugs, until 
one day he woke up in hospital, after being so out of it, he stripped 
off naked and went dancing up and down the street, yelling and 
screaming until he collapsed and was taken to the psychiatric 
ward in the city general hospital. 


When Gary was in hospital a nurse took particular interest in him 
and when he made a full recovery, she received a phone call from 
a lawyer, who was trying to track him down. As it turns out, he 
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didn't blow all his money after all. His adopted parents had left 
cash in an account for him to be given to him a year after their 
deaths. 


So, with that cash, $100,000 dollars, he asked the nurse if they 
could make a go of things together, and after a whirlwind 
courtship they were married. 


Chapter 6 
MOTHER, I FOUND YOU 


It wasn't until years later that I discovered my birth mother. In 
my charity work I gave paid employment to 'down-and-outers' 
and a helping hand whenever I could. 


One day while visiting a nursing home, I enquired about paying 
for badly needed repair work. A carer took me into a large room, 
where an older woman was sitting playing the piano. She hada 
fresh flower pinned to her dress and when I came closer to her I 
noticed her perfume. It was unusual but beautiful, like a spring 
garden full of flowers, the scent of which lingered in the afternoon 
breeze. 


Flashes came back to me of a woman who played the piano and 
wore a flower on her dress and wore that same perfume. I didn't 
say much about the woman to the carer, but I asked what her 
name was, and she said it was Mildred, but she liked to be called 
Millie. Millie! I said nothing, but became more curious. 


The carer told me that Millie told her that she gave birth to 
identical twin boys when she was fifteen years old, and how she 
was set upon by some low life when she was fourteen and when 
the twins were born she gave them up to a charity home for 
adoption. One she named Gary, the other was called Greg. But we 
just thought it was an old woman's imagination, wanting to have a 
home and children of her own. But as for me the cogwheels in my 
brain started to turn. 


Immediately after arriving home, I went into my office and rang a 
buddy of mine who was a cop, and did a little PI work on the side. 
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| was snowed under with bookwork in my office. It was mid- 
winter, the sky was inky black and it started to rain. The phone 
rang. It was Joe, my PI buddy. "I've got some good news for you 
Champ.” That was the nickname he gave me, because of all the 
work I had done for others, and how far I had come in my new life 
of a philanthropist. 


"Come over Joe," | said. Half an hour later he arrived, and we went 
straight into the library where there was a roaring fire going. 
"Now champ, before I start telling you what I found out, strap 
yourself in as its going to bea roller coaster ride." 


"Years ago there was a fifteen year old girl who did have twin boys 
on the street, and she did give them up for adoption. | found all 
this on the public records at the library and other places. There 
was also a box and the paper name tags she had pinned to their 
blankets, or should I say rags." 


"It turns out that she had them in an alleyway, under a pile of 
cardboard boxes and papers. And listen, what's even more weird, 
they both have birthmarks on their arm above their hand, just like 
you have, and get this, old pal," Joe said, "I went and saw Millie, 
and she had a mark much the same.” 


I started to feel woozy and nearly fainted with shock. By this time 
the rain was pouring down, the wind was blowing and the 
thunder was so loud I could hardly hear what Joe was saying 
anymore. 


"Is it true," | asked? "Yes it's all true.” Joe replied. He handed me 
a file with photos and photocopies of the newspaper clippings and 
two signed sworn affidavits from two staff members who were on 
duty at the adoption home at the time that Millie handed in the 
babies. 

"Looks like you might have hit the jackpot, old boy." Joe said. 

We both agreed that the weather was far too bad to go and get 
Millie. But Joe and I sat up all night, till the small hours of the 
morning talking about old times together. 

The next day I got up, showered, dressed, had breakfast and called 
my lawyer and Joe to come over to my place. When Joe explained 
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the situation to my lawyer, I then gave instructions for him to 
draw up papers for Millie to be released into my care. 


After lunch we set out for the home. Upon entering the room we 
saw Millie seated at the piano once again playing old tunes. That 
took me back to the days when I used to have my toasted cheese 
and tomato sandwich at the café. 


We sat down with her. I rolled up my sleeve and I showed her my 
birthmark. The tears rolled down her face, and me? I hada 
couple too, and I was fully convinced that I had found my mother 
at last. 


Chapter 7 
A HELPING HAND 


Now for the business at hand. While living on the streets, there 
were a few people who had been very kind to me. Not being one 
to forget a kindness or two, I set out to find these folk. 


The kind man who loved flowers, and had once owned his own 
nursery and florist business until it went belly up in the drought 
and he had lost everything, had gotten very sick with a bad tummy 
bug he picked up. 

I tracked him down in hospital just in time. I paid all his medical 
bills, and he was released into my care. I hired a full time nurse 
until he was better and six months later he made a full recovery. | 
employed him as fulltime gardener for the three homes. 


It was several more weeks before the homes were back to original 
condition. A new roof for one, new gutters for all three, some 
replaced floorboards, all new kitchens and bathrooms, and new 
loos, and a few windows which had to be replaced, new paint on 
the wooden houses on either side of the middle house, which 
didn't need painting because it was brick. 


The sweeping staircase in the middle house did not need replacing 
as it was in very good order. And that grand chandelier, it took a 
whole week to clean. It was beautiful. It was like something out of 
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a movie set, and when the light shone, it twinkled like thousands 
of stars that shone in the night sky. 


Chapter 8 
TOGETHER ONCE MORE 


My mother came home to live in one of the wooden homes and 
she was very happy, especially when she saw the baby grand 
piano I had bought for her. 


And then I set about finding my twin brother Gary. Once again | 
called in Joe, my PI buddy. He made heaps of inquiries and found 
a trail, but it went cold. 


Gary had married and had five children, and had left the city. I 
learned from Joe that Gary had become a successful lawyer and 
had moved to the country to start up his own firm. 


Several months later, Gary was finally found; his practice was not 
doing so well. Joe called me and the next day we drove to the little 
country town to meet him. When | met Gary, it was quite obvious 
that we were identical twins right down to the marks on our arms 
and we embraced, tears running down our cheeks. 


It was going to be another busy year. Gary and his wife and five 
children came home with us, whereupon, I gave them the other 
wooden house to live in. 


Of course some changes had to be made in the house. I added an 
extension, extra bedrooms, plus another bathroom and loo. 


I never forgot my years on the streets, and so, these past few 
years, near Christmas time, I would dress up as Santa and deliver 
much needed gifts and cash to the street people. 


When Christmas Eve came, my brother, his wife, five children, and 
myself and our mother, gathered around the grand piano and sang 
Christmas carols while she played. 


Christmas morning I was woken by the door bell ringing. 
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"Merry Christmas, Uncle Greg,” my nieces and nephews said, when 
I opened the door. They ran into the house, eyes wide open like 
saucers, as they stared at the 9ft tall Christmas tree. 


"Children, don't open the presents yet, as Grandmother isn't here." 
At 9 am, our mother came into my home where there was great 
laughter and rejoicing. A few tears were shed. And oh! The 
dining room table with seating for 20 people, was spread with 
mouth watering foods and goodies to eat. 


Presents were opened and our mother, well, the look on her face 
was priceless! And as for me, I'm still single and contented to 
remain so, happy to have a real family at last, and to be uncle to 
my nieces and nephews. Merry Christmas! 


I also sold the jewellery plus many of the antiques and very 
valuable paintings for a very large sum of money. As for the rest 
of my life, thousands of families were to be blessed for many years 
to come. And what a Merry Christmas it was for all! 


THE END 
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THE WALLET 


down. Lightning was flashing across the sky. I thought, if I run 
faster I can make it to catch the train home, when all of a 
sudden, whoops, | slipped and fell, hitting my head on the 
footpath. 
I sat up, only to discover that my hand had landed on a wallet. Not 
thinking too clearly, I put it into my purse. Blood was pouring 
down my leg. I had cut it and sprained my ankle. 


] was running to catch the train home. The rain was pouring 


Instead of running to the train station, I hailed a taxi. Whilst in the 
cab I began to piece together the events of the day. We had been 
told that the business would close down at the end of the week 
due to the downturn in the dollar. We were all to be given six 
weeks pay and a letter of appreciation for our loyalty to the 
company. 

Due to the fact that I was still unwell and feeling quite sore from 
my fall, I didn't go to work there anymore. Three days later, on 
the Thursday, I went into work to clear out my desk and collect 
my pay. I then said goodbye to everyone and left. 


It was now Monday the next week, and, as I was not going to work, 
I slept in. Later I was sorting out my work handbag when I 
discovered the fat wallet. "Oh my! All this money, $5000 in 
hundred dollar bills." | exclaimed. I flipped through the wallet 
and found a business card and a drivers licence. 


I thought about what had happened to me over the last few days. I 
had lost my job. I had bills to pay. I still had a mortgage to pay, no 
car as I had to sell it to catch up on payments. Six weeks’ 
severance pay wasn't going to last long. 


The cogwheels began to turn in my brain. I thought, no, I will not 
use this money. Then again, no one would know if I spent this 
money. I will spend a hundred dollars at atime. No! No! After 
giving it much thought, I finally made enquiries and found the 
rightful owner of the wallet. 
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He was a man who had presence. He was 6 ft tall and good 
looking. When I met him I asked him his name, then, looking at 
the drivers licence, confirmed that this was the right man, and 
handed the wallet back to him. He counted the money, and witha 
look of amazement he said, "Thank you for returning this to me. 
The money is all here." He put his hand in his pocket and pulled 
out a $20 note and gave it to me, thanking me once again. 


I went to leave and I was still limping from the fall I had last week. 
He must have noticed the bruise on my leg as he said, "How did 
you get that?" When I told him how I had fallen in the rain, he said 
"Oh, that explains how my wallet was wet. Just a minute," and he 
pulled out a $50 note from his shirt pocket and handed that to me 
as well. 


Two weeks later there was a knock on my front door and the 
doorbell rang. I looked through the peep hole and it was him. He 
held a beautiful bunch of fragrant flowers and he said, "I don't 
know what perfume you like, so if this is not to your liking, I will 
exchange it." To my surprise and shock he handed me a bottle of 
Chanel No. 5, worth $380 a bottle! "Oh, where are my manners. 
Do come in, Sir. Oh thank you, thank you. I do like it very much, 
but can never afford to buy it. Please take a seat, Sir." 


"How have you been?" he said, inquiring after my health. 
"Oh fine," I said. 


"Oh really?” he said, "I don't think so. You see, I have been 
making some enquiries about you. You lost your job and only 
received six weeks' severance pay; you owe heaps on your house 
and you had to sell your car to pay the bills." 


"Really!" she said, "You certainly do your homework well, don't 
you?" 

"Look," he said, "I've something to tell you. I own the company 
where I work and as a matter of fact, I own the building, all 37 
floors of it, and if you are interested, there's a job in my firm for 
you as my Personal Assistant and a new car will be supplied to 
you in your name. Here is a blank cheque that I have signed. Fill it 
in to cover the rest of the house payments. I know that this is a lot 
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for you to take in right now. Think about it and let me know what 
you decide in the morning." 


Early the next day I went to his office and told him that I would 
accept his offer of the job and car, but gave him back his blank 
cheque. 


"Well," he said, "Congratulations. You have passed the test." 
"The test?" | said. 


"Yes, I set out to find someone honest enough for this position and 
you have passed with flying colours. You see, if you had spent the 
money you found, you would have had some explaining to do as 
the notes were all marked. And, what's more, in the wallet were a 
few diamonds I had put there to see if anyone tried to sell them. 
They were also marked. You would have been charged with grand 
theft and sent to prison for a long time. Congratulations, Miss, you 
have passed the test. Honesty always pays off." 


THE END 
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THE LONG, LONG DROUGHT 


he summer is hot, yes, very hot! "Hurry up and take a 
shower, Steve, or you will be late for work." 


"Okay Mum, ina minute!" Steve called. The day seems to 
be getting much hotter with every passing minute. 


I could hear the news flashes that came on TV. Remember, water 
wastage is a jailable offence. Everyone was careful to conserve 
water, putting buckets under the shower to catch it. Baths were 
only allowed to be three inches (7% centimetres) deep. All water 
had to be recycled, washing water used on the garden and to be 
used to flush the loo. 


Things were getting very bad indeed; armed robberies were being 
carried out, not for cash but for bottled water. Those who had 
planned ahead and installed rainwater tanks were better off. 
When it did rain, all tanks were filled and everything that could 
hold water was used to collect it. Washing cars, boats and 
windows etc., was forbidden. 


"Mum! Mum! the couple down the street were fined $5000 for 
watering their lawn," Steve informed his mother. Almost every 
news broadcast told stories of people's innovative ways of getting 
fresh water. Sea water was desalinated to supply fresh drinking 
water. Swimming pools could only be topped up if it rained. 


These plans had been put into place since long term weather 
forecasters around the world had predicted a long dry spell, more 
than a dry spell, the worst drought in history. 


Plant nurseries had closed down across the country. Some people 
were growing their own vegetables. Fresh flowers for sale in 
Woolworths, Coles and petrol stations were no longer available. 
Also a lot of florists had gone out of business. The flower growing 
industry (except for a few small flower growers who sold on the 
side of the road and at the markets) had all ceased operations due 
to the scarcity of water. Car wash places had been ordered by law 
to close down until further notice. 
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Some people had moved to the country and set up their new lives 
near water tables. Those who had money were able to drill down 
to get bore water and sometimes reach fresh springs. There was a 
new breed of criminal on the streets now; they were called 
profiteers. The price of bottled water had jumped to $5 a small 
bottle to $10 for a large bottle. The manufacturing of beer had 
decreased by half due to the lack of water. (This of course had 
produced a side benefit of halving the drunken brawling around 
town.) 


A task force was set up to go house to house to make sure people 
were keeping to the rules of water restrictions. A couple of times 
thieves had broken into the hospital grounds and tried to siphon 
out water from the rainwater tanks, but due to the fast acting 
security guards they were caught and given a stiff sentence for 
their trouble. 


Two years passed without good rain; then three years passed 
without good rain. There had been some devastating bushfires. 
Hundreds of homes were lost due to the lack of water. Once a city 
block caught fire and the police and fire brigades had to stand by 
and watch it burn as there was no water left to fight it! Posters 
were put up in the streets proclaiming: 


"BE RESOURCEFUL! WATER IS THE STAFF OF LIFE - 
DO NOT WASTE IT!!' 


Five years passed with still no rain. Hairdressing salons had long 
closed down. Swimming pools were closed as they were no longer 
able to top them up. 


Six years went past without rain. Even people with divining rods 
could not find water. In most crisis situations when valuable 
commodities become scarce there is always someone quite willing 
to cash in on the situation. There was a special taskforce set up to 
seek out such activists. It was known as the "Hydration Squad”. 


There were several phone calls made to the police department 
that a huge warehouse held liquid gold and would they investigate 
it, but they put it down to crank calls due to the fact that they were 


22 





made on April Fool's Day and the police could hear giggling on the 
other end of the phone. 


Then one day a letter arrived in the post, addressed to the Police 
Department. It read, "Dear Sirs, There is a huge supply of water 
holed up in an old disused factory." Well, the police raided the 
place and sure enough it was discovered that there were several 
million bottles of water stored there. Some bright thinking 
entrepreneur started storing water in his clothing factory. He sold 
off all his goods, frocks, shirts, suits, overcoats and jeans, 
thousands of bolts of material and spools of thread and all his 
machinery and received cash for the lot. He had his family buying 
up bottled water long before the drought took hold and he would 
offer to buy used bottles at 10cents each. School children made 
good pocket money by collecting them and exchanging them for 
cash. He would clean them out and refill them with water. It 
turns out that he had planned to sell the water at $4 per bottle, 
minimum order one hundred bottles at a time. 


That wasn't such a bad plan except for the fact that one of his 
workers was sorely tempted by the reward money offered for 
information about such dealings. When the factory was seized by 
the authorities they were gob smacked at what they saw. The 
man was sentenced to ten years prison for planning to make a 
cash profit at the expense of his fellow human beings. The person 
who sent the letter was given a full pardon for any part in the 
activities and collected the reward money as well and was given a 
position on the strike force formed to catch out any more would 
be water thieves. 


Underground water pipes were often broken into. The pipes 
were so large that people could walk in them and some people 
were even game enough to remove the manhole covers and go 
down and bring up water under the cover of darkness. 


The once colourful gardens of cities and towns were no longer 
visible. They just died, never to be replaced. What was left of the 
lawns had gone brown. Trees that stood tall, proud like majestic 
green giants, had withered and died under the strain of it all. 
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People were attending church more and prayers were being 
offered 24 hours a day, praying for God to pour out his great 
mercy on a dying world, as that is what it had become, a dying 
world. 


Politicians had been told to build more dams to prepare for this 
time of drastic need. They had failed in their duty to preserve 
water for the good of the people. The dams that had been built 
were all but dried out. 


There was a measure taken to harvest snow from the snowfields. 
Hundreds of huge tanks were placed in rows so that when the 
snow began to fall, big machines like vacuum cleaners were kept 
busy sucking up the snow and emptying it back into the tanks. 
The snow continued to fall for some weeks and helped to ease the 
situation. 


"Run! Run for your life, they are getting closer. I'm trying to 
escape as | have a bottle of water in my hand but they are catching 
up with me. Quick! Quick!" 

The clouds then rolled in and darkened the sky. Drops of rain 
began to fall. A clap of thunder filled the sky and water began to 
fall in torrents. 

“Steve, Steve, are you dressed yet, son?" 

"No Mum. Wow, the drought has broken. It really has. It's... 
"Drought, what drought, son?” 

"What time is it, Mum?" 

"Half an hour since I asked you to get ready for work." 
"Phew! Wow! It was all a dream. It was pretty frightening 
though." 


"I thought you might be having a nightmare as you were tossing 
and turning and yelling out in your sleep. Now go or you will be 
late for work. Oh, and don't take too long under the shower," 
admonished his mother. 


"Oh, don't worry Mum, I won't. I will never waste water again!" 


ch 


THE END 
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THE HOUSE ON ROCKY HILL ROAD 


e always knew it was there. It stood four stories high. It 

had a balcony on the top floor and an attic. It was built 

in the late 1700s and was known as The House on Rocky 
Hill Road. 


It was told that in its heyday, there were servants, footmen, valets, 
butlers, parlourmaids, ladies maids, cooks and kitchen hands. 
There were four horse drawn carriages. Music often filled the air, 
as there were always lavish parties and balls to attend. The 
servants lived in the downstairs basements. There were only two 
loos and two bathrooms for them, one for the ladies and one for 
the men. 


The master and mistress of the house were always very good to 
their staff. They were given a half day off a week. They had the full 
day off on their birthdays and received a gift. 


On Christmas Day they were given an extra special treat. After 
they had set the table, and prepared a lavish feast, they were 
invited upstairs and to sit down and enjoy the fruits of their 
labour. 


We were told to keep away from the house, and not go up there as 
it reported that weird things happened in that old house. People 
go up there and they never return. 


The house had stood vacant for many years due to the fact that the 
last owner went down the cellar steps and fell while investigating 
a noise that he had heard. Unfortunately the poor old chap lay 
unconscious on the floor till he died. 


He wasn't discovered until the postman mentioned that the letter 
box was overflowing with mail. So no one wanted to buy the 
house. 


As young children we were bursting with curiosity. "Hands up. 
Who wants to see the house?" "Me, me, me, me." "Okay! Let's go". 


The road up to the house was rocky, full of pot holes and weeds 
growing up in parts of it. It was getting creepy now, as black 
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clouds had covered the sun; the wind began to howl, and leaves 
shook on the trees and fluttered to the ground, but finally we got 
to the house. 


Walking up to the front door we started to shiver and shake; our 
little hearts were pounding. Who would be in there what would 
we find? Hidden treasure, money? Diamonds, gold, or just plain 
nothing? 

To our surprise the house still had furniture and things in it. It 
had a crooked staircase leading up four stories high. We 
clamoured up the stairs, slid down the banisters and played hide 
and seek. 


"Wow! its late. We had better go home, yes, home......let's go!" 


So we ran down the hill back to our homes, making a pact not to 
tell our parents where we had been. 


The next day after school we met at the bottom of the hill, and 
started our way up to the house. We arrived at the house, but we 
just couldn't get the front door open. So we walked the side of the 
house and found an open window and climbed through. 


We went to the front door to see why it wouldn't open. We saw 
that a big table with wheels had been rolled against the door and 
jammed there. Together we managed to roll the table clear of the 
door and into a safe place. 


While exploring the house we came into a large room on the 
ground floor and to our surprise we found a beautiful tree 
growing in the middle of the room. 


Racing up the steps to the third floor, we were playing in one of 
the rooms, when whoops, one of us fell through rotten floor- 
boards. Thankfully it was a good outcome, as he landed on a bed 
on the second floor. So from then on we would carry a stick and 
tap the floorboards before we walked on them. 


The day had finally come. The house had been sold. We were 
dreadfully upset. No longer could we slide down banisters or 
jump up and down on old beds, explore old cupboards that led to 
hidden staircases and walkways. 
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The new owner was a big man, a developer, who wanted to turn 
the house into several flats. But a week later, the buyer had a 
severe heart attack and could no longer go ahead with the sale. 


So, once again the house was sealed up. Our parents were good 
friends, you see. They were brother and sister, who married 
brother and sister. Twins in fact. And that made us first cousins. 


Unbeknown to us, they would sometimes put an entry in the 
lottery. One day there was great excitement as they had won first 
prize, $28 million dollars, but we were not told of it. 


One day our parents called us to a meeting in the lounge room. 
"Now children" they said. "we have decided to move and buy 
bigger houses to live in." 


So then we cousins got together and had our own meeting and 
decided to try and talk our parents into buying the house on 
Rocky Hill Road. "Oh come on, please, please buy the house. 

There is heaps of room. It has eighteen bedrooms, five bathrooms, 
five loos, and room for seven cars in the old coach house and room 
for a swimming pool too, and what's more, it's got a basement. 

Oh, please, please can you buy it for us all? You know it's got two 
kitchens in it, five lounge rooms and two libraries full of old 
books". 


Several weeks later our parents told us that the packers were 
coming in and we were moving to our new homes tomorrow. We 
were shocked! 


Early morning the next day the packers loaded all our belongings 
into the removalist vans, and so began our long journey to our 
new homes. 


Our parents drove us through the town, past the shops and local 
library and the park and finally to our school to "Say goodbye to 
your school." They said. And with tears in our eyes, we did. 


They then drove us to the town roundabout. Instead of turning 
left out of town, they turned right, back into the town, past the 
school, past the library, past the park and the shopping mall. 
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They turned down the left lane, and to our surprise began to drive 
up the Rocky Hill Road. The car stopped. "We thought you might 
like to have one last play in the house." 

"What?" we said. 


"Oh," they said. "we know all about your little trips up here. We 
watched you walking up the hill and we knew you were safe at all 
times. Now children, come around to the backyard". 


"What! What! We all yelled with great delight. "What's this?” We 
couldn't believe our eyes. There stood the removalists vans. 


"Okay men, you can start unloading now. Children, welcome to 
your new home". 


Part one 


THE END 
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BODIES IN THE BOOT 


big orders and a couple of weddings to cater for, and orders 


| t had been a very good day in my Florist shop. I had several 
for flowers to go to homes, workplaces and hospitals. 


| had stayed back after work to catch up on paperwork and put in 
my order for extra flowers for tomorrow's trade. So after locking 
up the shop, I began the long drive home. 


Feeling rather dry and thirsty I stopped by the side of the road to 
have a drink of water. I heard voices and | couldn't believe what I 
was hearing. 


"Careful, we don't want to drop him." I looked out the window 
and across the road I saw two men pop open the boot of the car 
and bundle some bodies into it. "Yes, the other one will fit in as 
well." And sure enough, another tarpaulin like the other two was 
crammed into the boot. 


"Oh bother," one man said, "I forgot the head of this one”. 


I felt sick and shocked, then the third man ran to the car carrying a 
box and put it on the back seat. "Whoops", the other man said, 
"Lucky I spotted this." I just managed to see the arm being put 


back into the boot of the car. "Now, let's get these back to the........ 
I couldn't exactly hear what they said. 


Still in shock at what I had witnessed, I drove to the nearest police 
station to report what I had seen. As I entered the police station I 
was greeted by a uniformed officer. "Can I help you?" he asked. 
And with that I began to cry and shake. I was in shock at what I 
had seen. 


"What is it lady?" the officer asked. 


"Murder, murder," I exclaimed and poured out the details of 
everything that I had seen. 


A special task force and a forensic team was set up to investigate 
the possible crime scene where they found strands of hair, 
(blonde and brunette), and some flakes of dandruff. On further 
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examination they found a small piece of human skin and droplets 
of blood. So, the forensic team certainly had their work cut out for 
them. 


A couple of days after the interview with the police, I remembered 
more of the conversation between the three men that night. 
"We'll place them in the garden, or we can put them in a bush 
setting or some other place." 


The police established that the blood was from two different 
people and the dandruff was from a third person. Then a few 
weeks later there was a breakthrough. The hair was identified as 
belonging to a woman that had died four years before, who had 
very long hair and had sold it to a wigmaker two years before her 
death. But, just to make sure, her body was exhumed and she was 
found to have died of natural causes. 


Of the two spots of blood that were found on the road, one turned 
out to be from a nose bleed and the other was from a cut on the 
finger of one of the men that he sliced when he put the bodies into 
the boot. 


The florist began to get orders for flowers for three different 
funerals, two women and one man. She rang the police to tell 
them, and they investigated the matter to find out that they were 
for three elderly people who used to live in old age homes. 


After much investigating it was discovered that there were no real 
bodies in the boot of the car. They were three dummies, shop 
mannequins, in fact, that were to be used in a shop display down 
town and were being brought from the warehouse where they 
were kept in storage. 

Eventually the three men came forward and explained the night's 
activities to the police, after they saw the story unfold on TV and 
in the newspapers. They apologised for any trouble they had 
inadvertently caused, and naturally no charges were laid as it was 
all a big mistake. 


THE END 
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THE PLOT THICKENS 


where body remains were found in the woods. Apparently 


F Whe TV was filled with the news of the two shallow graves 
they had been there for some thirty-five years or so. 


It had been many years since those hectic university days and late 
nights by lamplight cramming for exams. There were three of us, 
Terry (myself), Les and Ed, the three musketeers, all wanting to 
leave our mark on the world. The time had finally come, six years 
of medical school, two years hospital duty and then finally ....... 
doctors at last. 


We were all married and had grown up families by now. 
But unfortunately only two of us were left now. We recently 
heard the sad news that Ed had died unexpectedly. 


The police had no idea who was buried in the graves or how they 
had died. Some years passed by, and then came a breakthrough. 
Apparently medical students used to learn anatomy on donated 
bodies. Now that this had been established, the police set out to 
find out how those bodies came to be in the woods. 


There were many stories floating around that those bodies had 
been campers who had been victims of foul play. But no one 
really knew what really happened so many years ago in the 
woods. Who were they? How did they really die? 


Now there happened to be a new discovery called DNA, and with 
that technology the police set upon the task of trying to figure out 
who they were. Three or four at least. There were three skulls 
and almost four skeletons. 

A few bones were missing from each; one had only half a rib cage 
and one shoulder blade. The other two had only half a spine each. 
Some fingers and toes were also missing and only a few teeth 
were to be found, so it was quite difficult to piece together which 
teeth belonged to whom. 


For several weeks the woodlands were closed off to general 
traffic, bushwalkers, bike riders and campers in general. Every 
inch was carefully sifted by a team of forensic police officers. 
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One day while in my study at home, catching up on the latest 
medical journal, I received a phone call. "Hi there Terry, it's me." 
"Yes Les, is anything wrong?” 

"Well, I'd like to pop down and see you." 

"Yes, any time,” | said. 


So next day Les came to my home. 
"I think we're in trouble! Yes, big trouble." 
"Come on, spit it out, old man." 


"Remember when we used to play tricks in class?" 

"Yes I do." "like we would dip the chalk in water, so it wouldn't 
write on the blackboard? Or when we put heaps of bi-carb of soda 
in the liquid samples and it all foamed up." 


"Yes, but this prank or should I say this ‘thing’ we did, is far more 
serious. We three young medical students took body parts from 
the dissecting room and buried them deep in the woods. 


"Oh boy! Now! doremember. Poor Ed, he didn't want to be part 
of it at all, but he helped dig the graves as he was so strong." 
"I think it is time we came clean about this, don't you?" 


So next day we fronted up to the police station. Upon introducing 
ourselves we told our story. We were given five years each for the 
mishandling of deceased persons, but because of our contribution 
to the medical world and our charity work, our sentence was 
reduced to three hundred hours community service, and we were 
both fined two thousand dollars each. 


THE END 
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JIGSAW 


accident till that night last summer when I swerved to miss a 
jogger on the side of the road. The truck tipped over on its 
side, skidded and came to a stop on a bend in the road. 


| 've been a truck driver for twenty years and never had an 


| was trapped. My two legs were pinned underneath the seat. It 
took hours for me to be cut out of the truck and taken to hospital. 
| was unconscious for a week. When I woke up the doctors told 
me I would never walk again, let alone drive a truck. 


Never walk again! Never walk again! Those three words kept on 
going over and over in my head. "Not for me! Not for me!" I told 
myself. 


After three months in hospital and lots of rehab, I was allowed to 
go home. Home to a loving wife, a dog and two cats. I hada 
beautiful garden that I loved to look after and a lawn I loved to 
keep cut like a bowling green. 


Tears filled my eyes. No longer would I be able to mow the lawn 
or tend the garden, or pick flowers and bring them in to give to my 
wife. Oh, my darling wife. We had no children, as we could not 
have any. 


Unbeknown to her I was doing more exercises, and in time was 
nearly to the point of walking once more. When my wife went out 
of the house, I would go into my ‘man cave’, I called it. Actually it 
was my workshop. 


You see, my hobby was making toys for children, especially very 
poor children, and at Christmas time my dear wife and I would 
dress up in costumes and distribute them. It was all here, just as | 
left it, the weekend before my accident. | pulled back the covers 
and there it was, my trusty jigsaw. I was so busy admiring it when 
the car pulled up and it was my wife, home early. 


"Honey, I'm home." And with that she entered my workshop and 
caught me out. "Wow! You are on your feet." 
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"Yes, | am walking with two sticks now." She was overcome and 
tears flowed freely down her cheeks. 


I had been awarded $500,000 dollars for my injuries. My wife and 
I decided that we would make more toys. We remembered that 
some people had wanted to buy our toys, but they were not for 
sale. After a lengthy discussion we decided to open a factory and 
employ people with disabilities. 


Now those that could work the machines, did so. And others 
painted the toys in red, yellow, blue, green, purple, brown and 
white. Others sewed clothes for the dollies and people figures. 


Time has flown by since my accident. Three years in fact. Orders 
have been pouring in from all over the country for our handmade 
toys. 


My wife and | are very happy and live a very fulfilled life. 
Oh, and by the way, the name of the toy factory and our toys is...... 


"Jigsaw. " 


THE END 
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LOST IN TIME 


She was here six months before she started to associate with 
other inmates. Now she is involved with craft activities and 
even takes part in group therapy discussion groups. 


ook at her. There she sits day after day, night after night. 


"They certainly live in their own little world, don't they doctor?" 
"Has she been taking her medicine and pills lately?" the doctor 
asked. "Yes, each morning and evening, doctor." 

"Well, after three years, there seems to have been a remarkable 
improvement in her condition. Oh, there is a new idea put 
forward to see if these people can be reintegrated back into the 
general public. There is a bus trip next week and she should go. It 
will be good for her." 


It was a clear sunny day, not hot, just warm. The group of five 
inmates were put on the bus for their trip. Nothing out of the 
ordinary happened, except for Rosie. She went shopping. 


"Oh nurse, what things did Rosie buy?" 
"Let me think. New clothes and a wig. You see, she loves to play 
dress up, so I let her buy them." 


"I Wonder why a wig? She is not planning an escape is she? 
Anyway if she did, we would soon spot her in a flash." 

"Oh doctor, Rosie has shown such an improvement. She is bright 
and full of life. You know that new complex being built? | think it 
would be a good idea to move Rosie there." 


It was 11.15pm at night. All was quiet; the staff had just com- 
pleted their rounds. All patients were accounted for, and fast 
asleep, except for one - Rosie. Hours before, during visiting hours 
she had donned her clothes, wig and make up in the bathroom, 
placed a bulge in her bed to look like she was asleep, then crept 
out with all the visitors as they were leaving. It had been so easy. 


For several months she had been hatching a plan, if she was ever 
to free herself from this dreadful place at last, and to set about 
righting the wrong that had been done to her. She had been 
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wrongly accused of misappropriating $750,000 from the company 
she worked for. There was a woman in the company who had 
used passwords and her influence to put Rosie away wrongfully in 
the Institute for the Criminally Insane. 


"Oh, where, oh, where, do | start. First of all I will go to my place." 
Fortunately my house was all paid for, and so there were no 
problems with greedy landlords coming to collect overpriced rent. 
I still have keys to my work place, and a pass tag too. 


The next evening I decided to see if the key still worked, and to my 
surprise, it did. I made my way to my old work station, but my 
files were not there. No surprises there. I went to the file room 
and located the 4 boxes labelled 'NOT TO BE OPENED.’ So, what 
did I do? I opened them. I discovered all sorts of discrepancies in 
the accounts of my records. 


You see, one of the staff members in the firm had a gambling 
problem and started to siphon off small amounts of cash to begin 
with, but then they grew too big to hide, one cheque being for 
$50,000 from the company we worked for. 


The person responsible for this had left the company and gone 
interstate. This was unbeknown to me at the time. Anyway, | 
started to see if I could put the missing pieces of the puzzle back 
together again. 


I decided to take photocopies of all my files and records. After 
several long hours and a few reams of paper later, | carefully put 
back the files and started to leave the building when I heard a car 
pull up downstairs so I ducked out the back way. "That was 
close," | thought. With all this heavy paper, I took a taxi home, and 
settled down to go through these files. 

I was halfway through the first page when I thought, hang on, this 
is the first place they will come looking for me, so I hurriedly 
packed a suitcase, and called a cab to take me to a hotel down 
town. 


I had previously put away a good stash of cash in the house, well 
hidden, so that would keep me going for a good while. I dis- 
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covered heaps and heaps of things, entries that I did not file, but 
someone else had. That someone had been very busy indeed. 


I had made a couple of good friends in my work place, and so I 
made a phone call to see if they still worked there. Yes, they still 
worked there, so I set up a meeting with them to come to my 
hotel, using a different name. 


When they arrived I took them up to my room. When I took off 
the disguise I was wearing, these two old friends were shocked 
that they were talking to me, the person they thought was still 
locked up in that dreadful place. 


On inviting them to sit down and talk over a cup of coffee, | began 
to tell them of a plan to catch the person who had me committed. 
[had an idea but needed their help to pull it off. "Are you in?" 


"Oh yes, anything we can do to help." 


"Well, first of all we have to find my files," I said. "You know that I 
kept every record of sales and receipts. Tomorrow morning I 
would like you to hunt for them." 


So next day, my two friends set about to locate the files for me. 
After most of the day searching for the files, they discovered they 
were well hidden in the file room behind a cupboard under some 
boxes. 


After searching through them, we found many discrepancies of 
overcharges to customers, and two different receipts, one for the 
customer and one for the company. In total, this person had 
skimmed of $750,000 into a private bank account. 


A few weeks later, when enough evidence had been collected, they 
went to the boss and told him everything. The person responsible 
was arrested on grand theft charges, and was jailed for quite some 
time, and made to pay full restitution for her crime. Meanwhile, 
Rosie was reinstated in her job with a huge apology and a pro- 
motion to boot. 


THE END 
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HOPE 


arol was only fifteen years old when she gave birth to a 

beautiful little baby girl weighing only six pounds. She was 

pale blue when born, but clinging to life. She was placed in 

a dish and left there to die. You see, it was meant to be an 
abortion, but Carol went into early labour just before the abortion 
took place. 


Mary, the assistant nurse at the clinic, which was really a backyard 
establishment, saw the little girl start to breathe on her own. Her 
colour gradually turned a light pink. Mary wrapped her in a towel 
and put her in a box and left work for the day. 


On her way home she called in at a chemist shop where she 
bought nappies, formula, bottles, clothing and bunny rugs for the 
new born infant. On arriving home she fed the tiny baby, bathed 
and dressed her and put her to bed on a pillow tucked into a 
washing basket. 


Feeding the baby every three hours was a lot to get used to. The 
next day she made a phone call to her boss saying she would not 
be in to work for a few days due to a sudden domestic crisis. 


Mary had become an instant mother. | will take care of this little 
girl, she thought, deciding to go ahead with her plan, and she gave 
the child the name "Hope". She also had a Birth Certificate forged 
for the child stating the mother died at birth and father was 
‘Unknown.’ 


After that she packed up some personal belongings and decided to 
move interstate to live with Hope. On arriving at the airport she 
made a phone call to her work to let them know she would not be 
returning to work again. 


Mary had been left a rather large sum of money by an elderly aunt 
who died a year before. She realised she could live quite 
comfortably for years to come, so in a new town where she was 
not known, she bought a little cottage and a car and settled down 
to raise Hope. 
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Hope was a happy, thriving baby, easy to care for and was soon 
walking and talking. The first five years flew by and now Hope 
was attending school and doing well. When she turned eighteen 
Mary told her of her tragic start to life and how she came to be in 
her care. Hope sat silently for what seemed to be an eternity, then 
said, "Oh, Mother, I love you more than ever for what you have 
done for me." 


Chapter 2 


Hope was now twenty-two years old, quite a good looking young 
woman, a college graduate and an accomplished writer. At her 
latest book signing a woman approached her and said, "May I 
speak to you please." 


Hope replied, "Yes, after | finish signing these books, I will see you 
then." 


After half an hour Hope motioned the woman over and said, "Now 
what do you want to see me about?" 

"Il would like some privacy please." 

"Oh yes," Hope said, and they moved away from the crowd. 
"Well," said the lady, "I think you are my daughter." 

"| might be your what?" 

"Yes, I think you are my girl," said the stranger, who was none 
other than Carol. 

"But I have a mother," answered Hope. 

"Yes, I know who your mum is, but I gave birth to you." 

"Really'" Hope said, "This sounds like a line from one of the stories 
that I have written." 

"No, lam sure you are my daughter. You see, I have been looking 
for you for a long, long time." 

"Before you continue,” Hope answered, "I know who | am." 
"Really?" questioned the woman. 

"Yes Ido. | know! was adopted by a wonderful, kind woman 
who..." 

"You say you were adopted?" 

"Yes," said Hope. 
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Carol confided, "After you were born, | haemorrhaged badly so | 
left that place and began to wander the streets. It was cold, windy 
and raining. I must have collapsed because the next thing I knew | 
woke up in hospital two days later, feeling very weak. Feeling 
quite confused about what had happened to me, I was told that I 
had had a baby but I told them that I didn't remember. | guess it 
was my way of coping with the situation at the time. I lived on the 
streets for a while as my own parents had kicked me out of the 
house when they knew I was pregnant." 


"| managed to get a little paid work sometimes. Then when I was 
seventeen, I met a lovely man forty years old, who married me 
after a quick courtship. We were so happy. But it was only to be 
for a short time as he died suddenly of a heart attack one day 
whilst at work. My husband had left me well provided for, and 
that's when I began looking for you." 


"IT had a couple of leads, but they turned out to be fruitless. It 
wasn't until I saw an article in the newspaper that a writer was 
going to be present at the launch of her latest book for autograph 
signing that I noticed the photo of you and there was something 
about your picture that made me feel drawn to you. And so my 
dear, I am sure that you are my daughter." 

"We must get blood and DNA tests to be sure.” The test proved 
that this woman was Hope's birth mother. The two women finally 
met and strangely enough, got along quite well. 

Mary later confided, "I will always remember that night twenty- 
two years ago, when I rescued that tiny baby from her doomed 
fate, and each time I look back on that night, I think to myself and I 
know.......that while there is life, there is always HOPE." 


THE END 
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